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TWO RETIRED STATESMEN. 
GRANT TO CONKLING.--“DON’T YOU THINK WE ARE MAKING ASSES OF OURSELVES?" 
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“306” Sap-Heads 


The 


THE commemoration of a national disgrace 
by the presentation of medals to 306 delegates 


to 


a Presidential Convention who attempted 
to defy the will of the members of a dominant 
party is an event which is actually to take 
place in this land of the free and home of the 
The third-term which was car- 
the of 


aroused the indignation of the warmest ad- 


brave. idea 


ried into Chicago Convention 1880 
mirers of General Grant everywhere, and the 
movement to violate the Constitution of the 
United States, so brazenly and so furiously 
made, brought down upon the 306 sap-heads 
who cast their votes for the man who had filled 
the Presidential chair for two terms the exe- 
erations of honorable men of all political par- 
ties. Covered with honors at home and 
abroad for the glorious record made by him 
in the war for the Union, the great soldier 
night well have been willing to retire to the 
shades of private life with such honors thick 
upon him, and probably would have done so 
had it not been for the rascals who had thrived 
President, and 


who desired another opportunity to trifle with 


under his administration 


as 
the money-bags of the nation, 

The whole world is familiar with the specta- 
cle which 306 would-be destroyers of the Con- 
stitution presented in the Chicago Convention, 
and their signal defeat was an evidence that 
the voice of public opinion must be heard and 
Bold, 


with 
thought of the public good, and seeking per- 


obeyed even in political conventions. 
audacious, scheming, selfish men, no 
sonal aggrandizement only, the 306 strode out 
of the Convention cursing their ill-luck, and 
continuing to blaspheme against the better 
element of their own party. Disgraced inthe 
eyes of men who love their country and her 
institutions, they now seek to perpetuate their 
infamy by displaying to public gaze medals 
specially manufactured to glorify their shame- 
ful proceedings in that Had 
Grant cut away from these men when they 


Convention. 


first planned to make him their cat’s-paw, a | 


brighter page in the history of his latter days 
would have been reserved for him. It is not 
yet too late for him to denounce the wearers 
of these medals, and to show the people who 
honored him that he has no place in his heart 
for those who tried to violate the Constitution 
of the land. 
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Waking the Dead. 

BEHOLD our old, sad-eyed, and almost for- 
gotten friends rising from their graves when 
James G. Blaine, of 
ot the 
prietors of political cemeteries 


Maine, beats the big 

Pro- 
all the 
States and Territories may now accept due 
that the ‘‘plumed knight” 
travels, and that the dry bones of the sore- 


drum new American party. 


in 
notice is on his 
head statesmen of other days are alread) 
beginning to rattle in their coffins. The long 
roll is now 
Maine, and the time has come for a general 
in the ver- 


resurrection of those who were, 


being called by the man from | 


Francis Train, who made the whole world ring 
with his shouts of ‘‘ I will be dictator,’’—he, 
too, will shake his locks as of old, and this 
time for the man of the hour—Blaine, of Maine. 
The march through the political grave-yards 
of America to the White House may well cause 


| the crowned heads of Europe and South Amer- 


ica deep concern; and is it at all surprising 
that the accredited representatives of those 
countries at Washington are just now prepar- 


| ing to fly to their native lands? 


nacular of the political world, ‘* badly left” 


in the terrible past. The smiling Colfax, of | 
Indiana, may step from the platforms of 
Young Men’s Christian Associations, and 


follow the leadership of the intrepid warrior 
the Old Pine Tree State. 


covered frauds 


from The undis- 


who continue to grow fat in 
positions of power, may recall the stories of 
check-books, but has 


the now mildewed not 


Schuy ler served his time of retirement, and 
does not a glorious future open up for him? 
That bluff old representative of the Polar 
Regions, Charles Adams, whose 
feat in branding the word ‘* Fraud ” 
on the brow of the saintly Hayes has em- 
balmed him in the heart of the amiable Dana, 


Francis 
artistic 


will have an opportunity to write on cakes of 
ice his freezing denunciations of the rascals 
who dive deep into the publie treasury, and 
who deprive him of the golden eagles. 

The boisterous Butler, defying the staid old 
shams of Hill, and demanding the 
gubernatorial chair of the Baked Beans State, 
will carry aloft the banner of 


Beacon 


Blaine, and 
march triumphantly to the place he long has 
sought. Statesmen who have thrown broken 
glass in his path will find it to their advan- 
then to paste in their hats 
which the bold Benjamin is said to repeat 


tage the lines 
every night before retiring to his armory: 
Time at last makes all things even, 

And if we do but wait the hour, 

There never yet was human power 
That could evade, if unforgiven, 

The patient search and vigil long 
Of him who treasures up a wrong. 

The gifted Schurz may now discontinue pub- 
lishing the Evening Post for Stockwell, of Ann 
street, to return to the paper mills. Tune up 
the ancient piano, Carl, and bang away for 

With Elizabeth Cady 
B. Anthony turning the 
leaves of the music book, and singing ‘‘ We 
may be happy yet,” a picture will be presented 
that must awaken the way down, deep-in-the- 
well sentiment of the whole country. Who 
would be so rash as to predict defeat for the 
man from Maine, while Schurz and his sweet 
singers follow in his wake? The 
Peter Cooper with his air-cushion will, of 
course, give the new movement his moral sup- 


Blaine and victory. 


Stanton and Susan 


venerable 


port, and will again terrify his ambitious son, 


| the ex-Mayor of New York, by marching with 


| 


| 
| 
| 


his political enemies. 


Our curly-haired, bright-eyed, handsome 


George—the man who always dared, but who 


has refused for five years to speak to any ] u- 
man beings except the babies of Madison 
Square—the once joyous and jubilant George 


A Pertinent Question. 


WHaT becomes of all the verdicts of censure 
that are rendered by coroners’ juries? 

Every little while some individual or cor- 
poration is censured for criminal carelessness 


in killing a larger or smaller number of peo- 


ple, and then society breathes freer. But 
what becomes of these verdicts? How many 
of them are ever heard of afterwards? Do 


to that 
whence no censure ever returns, or do the in- 


they go pigeon-hole bourne from 


dividuals and corporations buy them up to 


make scrap-books of? Happy thought! 
That must be the secret of it, and what 
unique scrap-books these solemn censures 


inust make ! 


Roughs and toughs are not considered 


either rough or tough by their companions 
until they 
and why 


have ‘ knocked their man,” 
should landlords 
corporations be actuated by the same senti- 
ment ? 


We will take 


out 


not lawless and 


it for granted that this is so, 


but why make the farce so « xpensive o Why 
hold inquests where rich men and corporations 
are to be considered ? Their own private 


secretaries could just as well make the proper 


entry into these private scrap-books, and 


thereby save much time and public money. Ii 
this is all these verdicts of 


censure to 


amount to, why not let these ‘‘ knockers out” 


are 


of human lives stand the expense of making 
the scrap-hk 0k 4 


THE Sun has blown up Sammy Tilden to 
such a degree that he now resembles the Car- 
diff Giant (in Dana’s eye), and is about as re- 
liable. 


AN exchange asks: ‘Is there anything else 
that is good that can be said of George Wash- 
ington?” Certainly; we chip this. He was 
a nice man; never hazed anybody in college: 
never went out between the acts to change 
he wig and knee 
breeches without appearing a bit like Oscar 
Wilde! 


‘* First in war, first in peace, 


his breath; and wore a 


Let the echoes ring: 


First in the hearts of his countrymen!” 


Adrian, Mich., with her 

It is thought they were 
New York whisky bonds. 

M. Zoua has commenced the publication of 
a story called The Pot-Boiler in a Paris paper, 
anda correspondent who has read it, says: 
‘‘The opening chapters are full of nasty prom- 
ise,’’ which makes it look as though the cor- 
respondent was writing a paid-for puff of the 
novel, 


AND 
bogus water bonds. 


now comes 


mostly absorbed by 
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THE ANGEL'S VISIT. 





Do I believe in angels? Yes, 
And in their prowling to and fro— 
I entertained one long ago, 

In guise of age and sore distress. 


He clambered up the narrow stairs, 
And by his heavenly smile I knew 
He was a truant angel who 

Had come to visit, unawares. 


‘‘ Rest thee, old man,” I gayly cried, 
‘And share my humble couch and cheer— 
Thou shalt not want for comfort here; 
My home and heart are open wide!” 
Relieved of temporary cares, 
The old man laid him down and slept; 
And in my thankfulness I wept— 
I'd entertained him unawares! 


I never shall forget that night, 
My happy dreams—my slumbers sound; 
And when I woke at noon, I found 

My angel vanished out of sight. 


Perhaps in years that are to be 
That angel will return, and yet 
I sometimes fear he may forget 
To bring my overcoat to me. 
—EUGENE FIELD. 





“ERRATICS.” 


’ 


‘‘ THE oldest Mason in the United States’ 
has died again. ‘This time it is Ohio that en- 
joys the sad distinction. 

A KEOoKUK girl sold out a successful tobacco 
business to marry a nice young chap, who 
smoked her game and doesn’t chews to keep 
his promise. Butt she’s up to snuff and will 
sue for heavy damages. 
which riled her. 

THE prize-fighter gets knocked out of time 
whenever he fails to redeem his watch at the 
pawnbroker’s. 


‘*GatH” and ‘Eli Perkins” strain harder 
at the truth than either of their poor mothers 
did at the preserving kettle. 





ONE of the most uncommon things is com- 
mon politeness. 


THE maiden that artfully contrives to keep 
all her lovers in tow is a flaxen-haired beauty. 

Tis harder to cut down a two weeks’ beard 
than to hang up one round of drinks. 


A MAN may be known by the company he 
keeps, but a hermit works dead against the 
efficacy of that rule. 


THERE are many fine drummers in our city 
bands, but the French baker can beat them 
all at the long roll. 


It’s not the light-headed wives that make 
heavy-pursed husbands. 

Ir Marcus Brutus was such an honorable 
man, wnat made him ‘‘stick” poor Cesar? 
Enclose Roman coins with your replies. 





It was the fine cut | 




















' Young Man ; youre Going to catch vt bad i 


Ologashington 
help it 7 quoth the 


7 Cant 


did Cry. 


Frutnful [ad , f 


With calm and steadfast Eye ; 
“T dvd it with my Hatchet, Tae,” 
“[ cannot te]] a Lie.” 

(Had He Lzt Out J 





BENJAMIN WEST used to say that his moth- | 
er’s approving kiss made him a painter. I've 
seen many a splendid-looking woman take a 
‘bus right on Broadway, but the stage-driver | 
didn’t turn artist. 


A HUNTER had a faithful hound, | 
A valued English setter; | 
He often said: ‘ I’ve never found 
For field sport one that’s better.” | 
Unlucky chance! He took his gun 
(No harm was ever boded). | 
Bing! Bang! ‘ Ye gods, what have I done? | 
I knew not it was loaded.” 


Just then a joker passed that way— 
A graceless word-disjointer: 
‘* My friend, that dog has had its day, 
As sure as you're a pointer.” 
The sportsman in a frenzy flew, 
By grief and passion goaded, 
‘‘A pointer, 1? Ha! Ha! That’s true! 
Alas! I know it’s low dead.” 
IF youare aching to get into trouble, try 
very hard to help somebody else out of it at 
your own expense. This recipe is infallible. 


THE publisher was somewhat nettled when 
he dryly remarked: ‘‘ Your translation is re- 
jected, sir, because by doing it in such an all- 
fired hurry you have shabbily discounted the 
prophet Elijah.” 


No married economist should give his bet- 
ter half a ten-dollar note to satisfy fifty dollars’ 
worth of longing. It’s not only downright 





mean, but it hurts retail business. 








I ONCE knew a nervous old gent, who was 
so afraid of epidemics that every time he 


caught his breath he broke out in a cold per- 


spiration. He had the asthma so bad that the 
sweat used to drop off in icicles, even in mid- 
summer. 


‘* LIKE cures like” is the principa of the 
Homeopathists. E.g.—Sulphur comes from 
Vesuvius and tna; therefore it is good for 
eruptions. 

Mr. JAMES G. BLAINE has washed his hands 
of Shepherd & Co.—Exchange. 

Yes; and left a good deal of dirty weter in 
the basin. 

THERE are a great many ‘‘big bugs” in 
Boston, but the little bugs that poison beans 
are just now attracting the most attention. 
Each individual bean has to be skinned in or- 
der to get at the poisonous varmints, and 
skilled hands are called for to do the work. 
We should think that Yankee ingenuity could 
invent a bean undresser which would do the 
business. Such an invention would undoubt- 
edly discourage next year’s crops of bugs won- 
derfully, if it did nothing more. 





A younG husband in North Carolina shot 
himself to death because his wife refused to 
pull off his boots for him. And the prospect 
of the widow ever getting married again is, 
of course, blighted, for who would marry a 


woman that refused to make a bootjack of 


herself? 


Buyo.Locy: The science of shonping. 
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MUSIC HATH CHARMS TO SOOTHE THE SAVAGE BREAST. 


Pat. Bad luck te ez, he ¢ tartha 


A Suffered Cruelty 


BY ‘‘BRICKTOP.” 

WE have societies for the 
cruelty to animals, and one for 
of cruelty to children, but no 


the prevention 
law or any so- 
ciety for the prevention of cruelty to ‘‘ Broad- 
way Statues.” 

This is a blot that should be washed away. 

Think of poor dear fellows, 
types of honest industry, think of their being 
obliged to stand in front of our fashionable 


these these 


theaters, churches and hotels while engaged 
in the battle of life. 
heeding by, the sensible even turn up their 


The rich pass them un- 


noses oftentimes, but no one, not even the gid- 
dy girls who pass them and catch most likely 
their killing smiles, ever stop to think that 
these statues may actually be in pain while 
thus smiling. They never seem to think that 
these perfumed darlings may have corns and 
bunions, and that they are 
upon feet that have been tortured into tight 


boots. 


obliged to stand 


Why should not the prevention of cruelty 
be exercised in their behalf? But if the pub- 
lic is so cold and calloused regarding them, 
why should not the proprietors of hotels at 
least take up the cause of these ornamental 


figures who devote their lives to standing | 


around and making business look brisk, and 
provide seats for them? 

We notice that a few of the Broadway hotels 
who have show windows are more humane, 
and keep an assortment of them sitting in 
places where they can see and be seen and 
appreciated, but the sad fact remains that the 


great majority of these valuable members of 


society are cruelly kept standing, obliging 
them to shift from leg to leg, and of course to 
compose themselves in a new and interesting 
attitude at every shift. 

We suggest not only that chairs be provided 
of these industrious 
esthetics, who lend their bodies and their art 
towards beautifying Broadway, but that an 


for the accommodation 


ornamental ecard be displayed above their 


prevention of 


| shame; it is 


Wi 
of the 
their 
after this fashion: 


leading traits of each, together with 


prospects and aims in life, something 


CHARLEY Von PimpLy, aged twenty-two, poor but 
hopeful, would not mind being adopted by a wealthy 
young lady who dotes on the beautiful; finely edu- 
cated and very proud. Signals given and received. 


course be varied ac- 


but if these 
are not furnished (and the majority of these 


These cards could of 


cording to circumstances, even 


statues are so modest that they might object 
to sitting under them), we insist upon it that 
chairs should be provided for them. It is a 
a slur upon our humanity that 
these young men should be obliged to stand 
up or columns while chewing 


lean against 


tooth-picks, or sucking the handles of their 


} Canes, 


and enlightened country? 


They make each hotel entrance a Pantheon, 
and this cruelty should not be allowed to exist 
If we 
claims to a love for the beautiful, we must no 


any longer. expect to maintain our 


longer allow hardship to be imposed upon 
these graceful beings who pose in our public 
places. 

The bright days of spring are near, when 
we shall see even more of them than we 
Who will be the first in this great phi- 
lanthropy? Have we no esthetic Bergh, or 
kindly Gerry? 


now 


do. 


Polygamy vs. Bigamy. 


THE consideration of this subject makes 
some men mad, and perhaps with reason, for 
why should a man in any other State, save 
Utah, who marries more than one woman be 


held as a criminal, with perhaps ten years of 


imprisonment staring him in the face, while 
in Utah he can have as many of these luxuries 
Is this a free 
Well, somewhat. 
ilas every man guaranteed to him the same 
privileges? Well, yes; 
luxury. Why does 
headed American eagle scream? 


as he has money to support? 


matrimonial the bald- 
Let’s see. 
Possibly because he hasn't anything else to 


do. Maybe it’s his nature to scream, but that 


heads on the back of each chair, giving a few | has nothing to do with bald-headed Americans 


all but in this case of 





|} can be 





who are denied in one State the privileges that 


| are given in another. Why should a man who 


hungers for more than one wife be compelled 
to live in Utah? Is it not a mockery of liber- 
ty? Why should not personal bravery: be en- 
couraged? and if a man residing in any State 


| in the Union has the courage to tackle more 


than one wife and mother-in-law, why skould 
he be sat upon by the law? Is it 
Utah is a young State, and Uncle Sam wishes 


because 


| to give it some advantage over others of more 


age and population? But why favor it at the 
expense of other young and ambitious States 
ard Territories? Or does he intend, when 
Utah has caught up, to give them all the same 
chance, and sic ’em on to greatness of popu- 
lation? 

We still think, however, if he tolerates this 
sort of a thing in one portion of his domain, 
he should in all; and if men are to be punished 
in Vermont for bigamy, those in Utah should 
be made to hump and catch it for practicing 
polygamy. What says Congress ? 
Blaineism—or What? 
if Mr. James G. 
projected international 


WE wonder Blaine’s late 

included a 
country over the water-way, known as Ara- 
bia? 


of Yemen (country aforesaid) have just pro- 


nursery 
Because we read that ‘‘the insurgents 
claimed aCaliph.” Caliphs are rare political 
products nowadays, almost as rare as Blaines, 
Since 
the Thousand and One Nights of good old 
Haroun-al-Raschid, Caliphs have 
‘scurse,” so to speak, outside of Constanti- 
nople at least. 


and, apparently, about as useful, also. 
been 


But it is gratifying to know 
that the seedlings have not entirely run out. 
What bothers us most, just at present, is, now 
that the Yemenites ‘proclaimed a 
Caliph,” what are they going to do with 
him? 


have 


Hire a hall, perhaps, and give exhi- 
much a head, Or, possibly, 
start a the provinces, 
Might not the proprietor of Bunnell’s Museum 
A thought strikes 
Suppose the new Caliph 
himself! Goliath 
translated! But what a Caliph our 
Great Potential Disturber of Nations would 
make, to be sure—particularly with the nine 
hundred million Peruvian claim paid up! To 
the gigantic wonders of the world 
would there be added another and greater 
yet! 


bitions at so 
traveling show in 
take a notion—but stop! 
us—terrific thought! 
should be Blaine Joshua 


Gong 


seven 


IN youth my maiden aim 

Was to change my maiden name, 
Aud so I made an aim 

At him, and won my game, 

And changed and made a name. 


THAT Shylock was a shareholder in some 
Venetian Elevated Railway Company there 
little doubt; for upon what other 
hypothesis can we account for his almost 
frantic request: ‘‘Give me my principal and 
let me go?” 

THE Herald asks if hanging frightens any 
one. Well, maybe not bad, but it generally 
stops lots of deviltry—in the fellow that’s hung. 
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‘* Over the brink of it, 
Picture it, think of £* 
See Bridge of Signs.) 
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EXTRA! 


ARRIVAL OF THE GREAT NEW YORK OBE- 
LISK (OR PIEROLISK). 


(Legends of New York, &c., &c.) 


THE New York obelisk has arrived, and is 


coming into the harbor as we go to print. a 
me I | anus City column was the shadow cast by 


that, of 


Thanks to the efforts of the art-antiquarian cir- 


| for? 


| watched his property improve. 





“e* ! 
cles of Fiji, we have now among us one more 


stone monster of the Dark Ages. New York— 
now buried under many feet of water—New 


York, the mythological metropolis of the old | 


world, presents to us one of the only two ob- 
jects which now rise above herruins. Fijians, 
ponder over the past. As our poet says: 

‘* As you gaze upon the disk 

Of the ancient obelisk, 

Ponder that your own time in this world will be 

ended and over in a whisk.” 
New York probably once thought herself 

young. The stranger just 
was one thousand years 


arrived says that 
Unlike the 
Egyptian monolith, the New York obelisk (or 
pierolisk, as it was called) has but few inscrip- 
tions. In fact, there areonly three. Our an- 
tiquarians have pondered on these until their 
back teeth have all fallen out (in fact, their 


ao 
ago. 





| 


mouths have become literally bald); yet they | 


cannot make an intelligent meaning out of 
either. The three are as follows: 
(1st.) ‘‘ Forty degrees below zero on the 4th of July. 
‘* VENNOR.” 
(2d.) ‘‘Maybe my treasure is buried under this here 
pile—an’ maybe it ain’t. 
myself away, cully. 


I'm not a-givin’ 
Kaptyn Kyppe.” 
(3d.) ‘* Memo.—I will transglutinate the saccarinous 
membrane of the diurnal cussicus who sold 
me oleomargarine for the lacteal jelly— 
butter. Wm. M. Evarts.” 
We have mentioned the fact that this obe- 
lisk (or pierolisk) was one of the only two 
objects that remained on the scene of what 
was once New York. The other object is its 
twin brother—in other words, a second col- 


umn situated just opposite, and resting on 
what was once a portion of the city of Gow- 
anus. For ages these two monsters have 


stood, with nothing to look at but ruin—and 
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themselves; and now left alone, we can im- 
agine how lonesome the Gowanus Pierolisk 
must be. The object of the two vast columns 
is left to conjecture. What were they built 
How were such vast 
We give that up too. There 
is a legend which gives their origin as follows: 
In the flush times of New York there was a 
Chinaman named Rip Van Winkle—much ad- 
dicted to drink. There was also the rumsel- 
ler, who kept him supplied. Now this rum- 
seller owned unimproved property in Gowanus 
City, but could not find time to cross the river 
and watch it improve. Nor could he watch 
it improve from /is side, for the estate was on 
the other side of a highridge, and consequent- 
ly unseeable. An idea struckhim. He made 
a contract with Rip, to furnish a schooner of 


We give it up! 
piles erected? 


| kicking the bucket; or, 


beer for every stone he (Rip) would lay upon | 


top of another. Well, the beer went down, 
and the stones went up, until a vast column 
was raised. Rip, however, pegged out on 
On top of this 


went each 


placing the capping stone. 
obelisk the rumseller 
Smart 


noticed that another was going up upon the 
opposite shore—and at precisely the same 
rate of speed. Thinking it strange that 
another should be imitating his work, the rum- 
seller sent across the river to investigate. 
Upon examination it was found that the Gow- 


Rip Van Winkle’s structure; 
course, it grew as his grew. 


and 
This shadow, 
after some years, became petrified; and thus 
the second pierolisk was formed. 

The historian can find no authentic traces 
of this old city—its birth, its growth, and its 





























day, and | 

at | . , . 
man: | hurled at foes by means of laether slings. 
Now, while Rip was building his pile, it was | They were terrible marksmen with these in- 


struments, and could even hit the mustache of 





in other words, ruin. 
A few legends are all that remain to tell of it. 

One of these wild tales states that the city 
was founded by a mythical character, named 
John Kelly—an old chieftain—supposed to be 
Irish. (There is an antique print extant, rep- 
resenting him as an Indian, carrying a toma- 
hawk and a war-whoop.) This legend further 
states that the New Yorkers were pastoral; 
living by hunting in the forests of Harlem; 
fishing in the Atlantic basin, and rearing their 
flocks of goats in the upper portion of the 
The people were peaceful and never 
engaged in battle, excepting on one occasion. 


city. 


It appears the inhabitants of another city— 
Boston (supposed by some to be a corruption 
of Bores-ton, and by others Boss-ton), madea 
raid on New York, for the purpose of carrying 
off some ‘‘high art” works lately received 
from ‘‘ Yawrup, yaw know.” These 
ese wielded a terrible instrument in their war- 
fare. 


Boston- 


They raised, in large quantities, a cer- 
tain kind of pulse called the bean. 
These beans were baked 


hard, and then 


We have 
said the Bostonese made a raid on New York. 
This is correct. We now add they went back 
This is also correct. 

The obelisk (or pierolisk) just arrived was 
brought by ordinary steam conveyance. It 


a nineteen-year man at forty paces. 


home again. 


was thought best at one time to transport it, 


| after the manner the Egyptian pyramid was 


brought, viz: by balloons; but this mode was 
subsequently abandoned. 
We will give a detailed account of its ap- 


pearance in a 5 o'clock extra. 
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SENSITIVE. 


** Twish it distinctly understood that my photograph is not to be exhibited in your collection of beauties, or 
sold to any one.” 
































Revised Arabian Nights. 





THE FISHERMAN AND THE GENIE. 


THERE was a fisherman in Bagdad who was 
endowed with a phenomenal trait. When he 
caught a trout weighing a pound, it didn’t in- 
crease six pounds in weight by the time he ar- 
rived home; and next morning, when relating 
his angling exploits down at the corner gro- 
cery, the fish still weighed one pound and no 
more. It is the only instance of the kind on 
record. 

Among the New Year’s resolves made by 
this fisherman, when a young man, was one 
that he would not cast his line above four 
times a day. And, as remarkable as it may 
appear, he religiously adhered to this resolu- 
tion. This, also, is the only instance of the 
kind on record. There came a time, how- 
ever, when the fisherman deeply regretted 
having made this vow. When his family was 
small, he generally caught enough fish in four 
casts of his line fora mess; but when he be- 
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stead of a big fish, he was naturally mad. 
He made a remark that a family paper 
wouldn't print for seven dollars and a half. 
He was about to give the vessel a vigorous 
kick, when the happy thought struck him that 
it might contain ‘‘bait” lost by a brother 
angler. He eagerly removed the seal, and 
applied his nose to the aperture, with the ex- 


| pectation that he would be rewarded with an 


odor of Old Rye; but again he was doomed to 
disappointment. From the mouth of the ves- 





| should die like a dog. 


sel issued a thick smoke which mounted to | 


the clouds. 

‘‘Humph!” ejaculated the fisherman. 
‘‘ Jersey Lightning, as sure as fate!” 

It looked as if his great expectations were 


| about to end in smoke. 


The vapor gradually connected itself into 
z 5S '. 


| one body, and evoluted into an enormous 


Genie. 


| dost speakest ofest ? 


came the father of fourteen children, with ap- | 


petites as keen as a steam sausage-chopper, 
there was a scarcity of food. 

One morning, having pulled up three times 
without catching enough fish to flavor the 
pan, he was almost wild with grief. There 
was not a morsel of food in the house, and he 
was too proud to apply to a Relief Society, 
whose officers were paid such big salaries that 
they didn’t have much to give to the poor, 
anyhow. He looked around for a barefoot 
boy witha large string of fish, whom, he hoped, 
might be induced to part with his catch for a 
few coins, but there was no such luck in store 
for him. It was with gloomy misgivings, 
therefore, that he cast his line the fourth time; 
but he spat on his bait, and chucked it in. 
Presently his cork popped under, and he gave 
a sudden pull. 

‘¢Great Scott!” he exclaimed, as he tugged 
at his line, his rod bending like a bow, ‘it 
must be a whale!” 

But when he landed the object and found 
that he had hooked a small copper vessel in- 


The fisherman was terrified, and if 
he had not been a member of the Bagdad 
Business Men’s Moderation Society, he would 
have concluded that he had ‘‘ got ’em again.” 
The released monster at once began to make 
inquiries concerning a little boy named Say- 
Jtilden. The fisherman, hearing this 
familiar name, took and said: 
‘Thou great circus giant ! what is this thou 
Dost not know that five 
hundred years have elapsed since Jtilden was 
a boy? He is now one of our oldest inhabi- 
tants, and wants to be proclaimed King of 
Bagdad. Tell me your story, and I'll write it 
up for the New York Herald, get five hun- 
dred sequins for it, and go snacks with you.” 


mule 
courage, 


The Genie gave the poor fisherman a threat- 
ening look, and said: ‘‘If thou call’st me a 
circus giant again, I'll seize ye by the slack 
of your neck and the scruff of your breeches, 
and hurl ye fourteen miles out to sea !” 

The fisherman timidly replied that he never 
knew a giant that didn’t travel with a circus, 
and he didn’t think a little thing like that 
ought to transform him into a Guiteau ofsuch 
horric mien, especially as he had delivered 
him from a very contracted living tomb. 

‘‘ Listen to me,” said the Genie, making a 
noise like sheet-iron thunder in clearing his 
throat; ‘‘five hundred years ago I offended 
the great prophet Ven Noir, and he ordered 
me to be seized and brought before him. The 
summons was obeyed, and I told him td his 


| face that as a weather prognosticator he was 


a greater failure than a Kentucky goose- 
He told me to shut up. I made an 
impertinent retort. Then he shut me up. He 


bone. 


shut me up in the vessel from which you have 


just released me, and sealed the cover on 


with lead-—just as if I had been a can of pre- 
served gooseberries put up by his wife. 
Then he had me cast into the sea. The po- 
lice, as usual, were not about when wanted. 
‘* During the first century of my imprison- 
ment, I swore that if any one would deliver 
me I would make him so rich that the house 
he would build would make Vanderbilt’s new 
residence look like a cow-stable in comparison. 
During the second, I vowed that I would give 
all the mines in the world to any one who 
should set me free. In the third, I promised 
to make my deliverer a mighty prince whom 
‘Society’ would lionize even greater than if 
he were an Oscar Wilde, and with whom all 











the young ladies in the land would fall in love 
and beseech for his autograph.” 

‘* Well,” thought the fisherman, ‘I’m 
mighty glad I didn’t fish you out during the 
third century, anyhow.” 

‘*Century after century went ringing down 
the corridors of time,” continued the Genie, 
‘and I was still a prisoner. At last long con- 
finement transformed me into a demon, and I 
swore that the man who set me at liberty 
Therefore, you must 
die, and no postponement on account of the 
weather.” 

The poor fisherman, not having his life in- 
sured for 30,000 sequins, was not prepared to 
die, and told the giant, with some feeling, that 
he was real mean, and he didn’t believe his 
statement was founded on facts. 


‘*Your story that you were sealed up in 


| that small vessel for several centuries, without 


| food or drink, is too diaphanous, as the 


| prophet says. 








Such a feat would out-Tanner 
Tanner by a large majority. If you will con- 
vince me that you are not the composer of 
circus posters, by re-entering the vessel, I will 
willingly go hence and join the silent majority 
forthwith.” 

The Genie was disposed to be obliging, and 
at once began to dematerialize. He dissolved 
into a mist, until he became missed, then the 
fisherman knew he was again in the vessel. 

‘* Wonderful!” exclaimed the angler. ‘‘Hel- 
ler is nowhere! Barnum could afford to pay 
the fellow $500,000 a year to travel with his 
show!” 

‘* Well,” came a guttural voice from within 
the vessel, ‘‘ what do you think about it now? 
Do you believe that I am in here?” 

‘*Yes,” replied the fisherman, with a 
chuckle, shutting down and sealing the cover, 
‘‘and I believe you are going to stay in there 
for a considerable long length of period. Now 
I'll put you in your little bed in the river, and 
post a notice on the shore, warning other 
fishermen to beware of the vessel which pulleth 
the cork under like a whale, and is filled with 
an ungrateful monster; for at last he killeth 
his best friend.” The Genie exerted all his 
strength to burst the cover off his prison, but 
in vain. Then he prayed the fisherman to re- 
lease him once more, promising to make him 
very wealthy. The fisherman, instead of heed- 
ing his entreaties, reviled him bitterly. He 
called him an exaggerator, a villain, an 
wag 
I were to restore you your liberty, you would 
serve me as the Grecian King did Douban.” 
he said, 

Then the fisherman told the Genie a story 
of ingratitude. After listening half an ho 1r, 
the occupant of the vessel cried for mercy. 
“Go hire a hall!” he urged. ‘ Publish the 
remainder in a ten-cent library!” But the 
fisherman continued until the Genie impor- 
tuned him to hurl the vessel fourteen hundred 
miles out to sea. The story had a big moral 
at the end, and the Genie was nearly pros- 
trated when it was finished. ‘‘ Don’t treat 
me,” he faintly pleaded, ‘‘as Imama did At- 
teca.” 

‘“Who’s Imama? and how did he treat At- 
teca?” asked the fisherman, his curiosity 
aroused. 


esthete, and other opprobrious names. 
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more in- | 


‘‘The story,” said the Genie, ‘‘ 1s 
teresting than an esthetic lecture on the En- 
vlish Renaissance, but I can’t tell it 


close quarters, 


in these | 
I must have room to gesticu- 
late with my hands and arms. | 


now swear 


that if you will release me, I will make you 


to pay three dollars a pint for strawberries in 
midwinter.” 

This inducement the fisherman could not re- 
sist. He removed the cover of the vessel, and 
He 
soon became so wealthy that his fellow-citizens 
nominated him for Congress. 


the Genie put him on Fortuna’s track. 


During the can- 
vass he spent $50,000 treating the boys and 
for other necessary campaign purposes, and 
was defeated by such a large majority that he 
deeply regretted, as long as he lived, that the 
Genie had not quartered him in six pieces. 


J. OH. W. 


—_—_— 


“JAY CHARLTON.” 


A younG girl of Albany, who recently re- 
turned from school, was asked what the peo- 
ple of the world composed. She readily re- 
plied, ‘‘ Millions, billions, and cotillions.” 


Pappy RYAN is a 


He will now go back to Troy and sell Ryan 


sadder and a wiser man, 


rock. 

Pappy RYAN was afraid that Sullivan would 
hit him in the truss. But wouldn’t it be to hit 
him in the truss a foul? 

SULLIVAN has been challenged, and will still 
be challenged by Troy men, who seem to be- 
lieve that if at first you don’t succeed, Troy, 


Troy again. 


to New York's 
giver, at which 


No Congressman is equal 
blooming Flower as a dinner 


h» is a perfect daisy. He is blooming three 
evenings in the week; but isn’t this night 


blooming serious? 


SEVERAL of the newspapers 
van, the prize-fighter, wears 
devilish grin. 


say that Sulli- 
horrid and 
But as Mr. Sullivan’s right 
hand is about to visit New York, we will mere- 
ly remark that in his nice green knee-breeches 


a 


he was merely regarding Mr. Ryan as a lily, 
and having satiated his eyes, had had enough 
to eat. 


Mr. HuGH HASTINGS says that the grave- 
digger in ‘*‘ Hamlet” 
hi 


don't you? 


because 
You mean old bones, 


was a humorist 
’ was an end-man. 


Wuy, asks a Chicago paper, do boys like 
to go fishing when they steal away from school. 
Because fishing is playing hookey. 


THE prize-fighter is never satisfied —he al- 
ways wants his pound of flesh. 

Lonpow Punch, in its last number, pictures 
Oscar Wilde as Harold Skimpole. If we mis- 
take not, Dickens made the gentle Skimpole 
as one who did not know the value of money. | 


roll in so much opulence that you can afford | 
| 








SAUCE FOR THE GOOSE, ETC., ETC. 
GENTLEMAN—(fo absent-minded stranger). 
hat; this lady hehind you cawt see the stage ? 


k.rcuse 


But Oscar, on this side, not only knows its 
value, but gets it. Still, we have kept a good 


many English lecturers from being poor, and 


me, 


sir, but wow t you havé the kindness to remove you) 


sixteen seconds we propose to show he is far 


too small for Manhattan hospitality. He 


| makes a tremendous splurge of inviting some 


all because Englishmen slightly paid for hear- | journalist or artist of note to honor the festive 


ing Artemas Ward. 


THE man who bangs his hair probably wants 
to be loud. 

A poG without legs is living in Newburg. 
It grows fat, as it lies all day. It has there- 
fore been named Eli Perkins. 


A POODLE authority says that you must feed 
your pups with less fine meat and with more 
hard bones. This advice is bone a Fido. 


Bell Clack’s Diminutive Game. 


AN attache ofthis reputable Court lately 
received an invitation to dine with Mr. Bel 


Clack and the Saturday Night Grub, one of 


Gotham’s looming social organizations. He 
| at once consulted with THE JUDGE about ac- 
cepting this pasteboard graciousness, and 


His Honor kicked against it to the breadth of 
a dozen exclamation points, and gave logical 
reasons therefor. In an illustrated sketch of 
‘‘Men of the Hour,” it is asserted of Mr. Bell 
Clack that ‘‘ he has been connected with news- 
papers, a fact which is not generally known.” 
Aye, but it 7s known, and in a way not at all 
creditable to Mr. Bell Clack and his 
mandizing associates. It is now about six- 


gour- 





teen years since Bell Clack found he was too | 


large for a rural court-room, and in less than 


| spread of the Saturday Night Grub, and with- 


| giver of swell dinners, 


| self-inflation. 


| like ji 


in the week following the banquet Mr. Beli 
Clack’s refrigerative complacency enables him 
to mail the swindled guest a bill for his pro 
rata share of the cost of the As 
sell an 


blow-out. 
Clack 


a 
is un- 
mitigated too-too. 
He 
‘‘fair round belly with gooa capon lined;” 
but the belly has decidedly the best of it. 
None in ours, if you please, Mr. Bell Clack ! 
Seven dollars for eight bites at a Saturday 


plays his little game in 


night’s feed is too ponderous an idea for a 
tempted palate to ever try and reconcile with 
As Mrs. Partington would 
‘Your imitation is perspectively de- 
clined.” 


modest economy. 


say: 


THE Princeton students do not 
tenish as they did. 


feel so kit- 
But they feel terribly out- 
raged because the authorities made them pay 
the piper after their little dance. Why 
shouldn't midnight, 
smash street lamps, tear down signs, and un 
binge gates if they wish to? 
students of a great university? 


they raise bedlam at 


Are they not 
And besides, 
Never anything 
t done before, well—not before Nimrod’s 
time, certainly. 


their sport was so original. 


THE path of (customs) duty leads but to the 
grave (of smugglers’ hopes). 


He is a gauzy bladder of 
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OUR POPULAR FAROCES. 


OUR CONDEMNED BUILDINGS. 


REPORTED BY “ED.” 
CHARACTERS: 

Mr. MILLIONAIRE (owner of the Death- 
Trap Buildings). MR. OBsEguious (his fac- 
INSPECTOR SKAIRT (of the Building 
Department). FOREMAN OF CORONER’S JURY. 


totum.) 


SCENE FirRst.—MILLIONAIRE’S affice. MIL- 
LIONAIRE in easy chair reading daily pa- 


pe r which he owns, 


Millionaire (throwing paper aside).—That 
editorial is very good—the one upon ‘The 
Freedom of the Press.” 
should be free. 


Of course the press 
What did I buy a paper for 
if it ain't? That article upon ‘ Unjust Oppo- 
sition to Our Railroads” is excellent. If it 
wasn’t for our railroads what would the pub- 
lic have todo? Walk, of course. Suppose I 
do charge ten cents a mile, provide rickety 
cars run by incompetent and _ illy-paid em- 
ployees, and have a smash-up about every day, 
is that the public’s business? I accommodate 
them, don’t I1?—but that is all the thanks I get 
for it. Instead of being called a Public Bene- 
factor, hanged if one infernal sheet hasn’t act- 
ually had the nerve to call me a Public Curse. 
I'll — 
| Enter INSPECTOR SKAIRT, nervously. ] 


Inspector Skairt.—This is Mr. Millionaire? 

Millionaire.—Yes; what can I do for you? 
and, by the way, who are you? 

Inspector Skairt.—I—1 beg your pardon 





~. 
a 


THE 


JUDGE. 





a y 


ia bar-room, but only an elerated train going round a curve. 


for intruding, but I—I—have to. You must 
excuse me—really you must, but it’s—it’s 
duty. 

Millionaire.—Intruding—duty—what do 
you want, anyway? 


Inspector Skairt.—I’'m—I'm Inspector of 


Buildings. ‘"Tisn't my fault. I’ve—I’ve got 


to do something, and fate forced me to be an | 
Inspector of Buildings. And I’ve had—l| yy, 


can’t help it—to pronounce—to pronounce— 
to pronounce 


Millionaire = What 4 





Inspector Skairt.—The—the property of 


yours—the Death-Trap Building’s unsafe. 


Millionaire.—Unsafe! Young man, are 
Unsafe! Why, they were built 
in 1798, and furnished with all of the modern 
ixaprovements at that period. 
Inspector Skairt.—I—I know it. 


you crazy? 


Sut since 
that period seventeen stories of brick have 
been added on to the one original story of 
wood. 
Millionaire.—Indeed ! 
erty is it? 


Well, whose prop- 
It’s mine, I believe, and I guess a 
man can do what he pleases with his own pos- 
sessions. I'll put up seventeen more stories. 
[ll build it to the sky if I so desire. 

Inspector Skairt.—Certainly you can. If— 


| if I had my way I wouldn't bother you at all. 


| our money. 


But, you know, there is an agitation, a 
beastly public agitation about unsafe build- 
ings, and we've got to do something to earn 
Your Death-trap Building is un- 
safe, a morning paper says so. Between you 
and I, if it hadn’t been for that meddlesome 


| paper I would not nave known anything about 


it, for before I was made inspector I used to 





| tend a pool table, and what do I know about 


buildings? 
Millionaire. 


11 


all newspapers except mine. 


Hang 
What ails the 
building, anyway? But wait a minute, will 


Hang the newspaper. 


| you? I’lllet Mr. Obsequious—he is my agent— 


attend to it. I have not time to attend to it. 
I’ve got to send a cable dispatch to Europe, 
to buy a new horse for twelve thousand dol- 
lars, and I've got to bounce fifty girls out of 


my employ for striking for higher wages. The 
arrogance of the poor is growing insufferable. 
Those girls are getting a dollar and a half 
a week for sixty hours work, and yet they 
strike. What next? 
Mr. Obsequious, and he'll fix affairs with you. 


Good-day. I will see 


Inspector Skairt (prayerfully).—I—1 hope, 
sir, you will forgive me? 

Millionaire (disdainfully).—Oh, certainly; 

{ Exit. 

Enter Mr. Ob- 


| I suppose you had to do it. 
| | Interval of seve ral minutes, 
SEQUIOUS. 
Mr. Obsequious. You're Inspector Skairt ¢ 

Inspector Skairt.—Yes, sir. 

Mr. Obsequious.—Well, what ails the Death 
Trap Buildings. 

Inspector Skairt.—First there are five cracks 
in the front walls; each at least ten feet long. 
Second, the rear wall bulges out in the middle 
Third, the foundations 
have sunk for fully six inches. Fourth, the 
two side walls incline at an angle of forty-five 
Fifth, the roof is 

liable to tumble in at any moment. 
Mr. Obsequious.—lIs that all ? 
Inspector Skairt.—Yes, sir, all, I believe, 
| and the—the Department Says you will have to 
attend to it. 


about six inches. 


| degrees toward each other. 


Mr. Obsequious.—Oh, we'll do it. Come 
around in about a week. We'll have it all 
| fixed up. Exit both. 
SCENE SECOND.—Same. 
Enter Mr. OBSEQUIOUS and INSPECTOR 
SKAIRT. | 
*, Obsequious.—-I told you, old man, we'd 


We don’t 


Those five cracks we 


fix it all O. K., and we've done it. 

defy the law! No, sir! 
| puttied up and painted over. As for the 

bulge in the near wall, we put a plank under 
| it. 

Inspector Skairt.—low about the sinking 
of the foundations? 

Mr. Obsequious.—The foundations sank six 
inches, I believe. Well, there are only twenty- 
four inches of them anyway, and we'll let them 
sink eighteen more. Then they will be all 
sunk out of sight, and we won't need any 


| foundations. See? 


Good idea. 
As for the in 
clination of the side walls, we’ve put a small 
boy at each wall to stop further inclination. 

Inspector Skairt.—And the roof ? 

Mr. Obsequious.—We’'ve tied that fast to 


Inspector Skairt.—Of course. 
Mr. Obsequious.—You bet! 





| 
| 





the chimney; so it can’t tumble in. 
way, here’s a check for you. 


By the 


Inspector Skairt.—For me? 

Mr. Obsequious.—Y es. 

Inspector Skairt.—-What for ? 

Mr. Obsequious.—Oh, just a little pecuni- 
ary testimonial from Mr. Millionaire for your 
strict attention to duty (winking). See? 

Inspector Skairt.—Oh, yes, certainly, and 
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just tell Mr. Millionaire for me that I will 
take great pleasure in stating to press and 
public his prompt and efficacious response 
to my suggestion. 

(Interval of a month. Meanwhile the 
Death-Trap Buildings have successfully fallen 
down and killed about a dozen people.) 

ScENE Last.—Coroner’s Inquest. 

Foreman of Coroner’s Jury.—We, the jury, 
find, to the best of our belief, that the deaths 
of the twelve persons killed at the falling of 
the Death-Trap Buildings were due toa visi- 
tation of God, and as the testimony proves 
that the owner, Mr. Millionaire, had com- 
plied with all of the requirements of the law, 
we hereby absolve him from all blame. 

[CURTAIN. 


Gosling Grandeur. 
BY TARANTELLE. 


OLD Isaac Taffeeheimer, who was given to 
latter-day society by one of those tremendous 
and inexplicable freaks of fortune which come 
upon an inoffensive world, was eating his 
breakfast alone one morning at nine o'clock, 
and was thinking of the time when, as a young 


man, he was striving to winhis bread. His sons | 


were in bed, either up-stairs at home or some- 
where else. He sipped his tea, wondering as 
well as exulting at the luck which had made him 
and his sons wealthy. Well did he remem- 
ber when, with a pack on his back on a coun- 
try road, he nibbled his dry crust and ex- 
changed tin-pans for old clothes. Those were 


himself, as he saw the first quarter of his 
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‘“ Fer see, mum, I bunked my eye agin der handle ob der door, an’ I whitened it a bit, kase 1 didn’t want dér 


the pedclothes out of every wintow on the 
plock. Lowesa, Jakey shall be a Solomon.” 

‘* But, Isaac, Jakey is very young, and has 
only chust pegun to wear plaid pants.” 

‘‘No matter, Lowesa; the race must not 
play owet. I suppose it costs me fifty tollars 
a year for garlics, and yet those poys hardly 
ever git a smell of home. Lowesa, there was 
once a Samson. He was so strong he carried 


| away the gates of Gaza—carried them twenty 
dreary, dusty days; but now he exclaimed to 


crescent nose reflected in the silver teapot, ‘‘I | 


can make the howus smell mit three kinds of 


fish. Ant yet,” he said, ‘‘my lofely poys is | 


beating the olt man. Lowesa,” he cried to 
his fat wife, as she came down-stairs, ‘‘our 
race is blaying owet. Vot vos we? The 
cratest soldiers in the world. We vos smash- 
ers, and now the poysisonly mashers. There 
was Joshua paralyzed the sun, and it shtood 
still a little vile. There was Gideon dot 
slayed men, and David who slung a sling. 
But here’s my poys so lazy that they couldn't 
jump a bounty if it was in a hole in the 
kround.” 
And Lowesa replied, ‘‘ Isaac, they are very 
young.” 
‘*Oxcuse me, Lowesa, but I vill make Lefi 
a soldier if I have to hire a substitute. If 
there comes another war he must git a con- 
tract forsnoes. Butthat is notall. The race 
is blaying out. We was the greatest philoso- 
There was Solomon in all his glory. 
so wise that seven hundred wives 
could not spend his money for him. We will 
fit out our Jakey for a Solomon. He must 
stop dot mashin’, cut the big bunches of whis- 
kers parted in the medium, git a bigger gold 
chain, and go intothe shirt business. Pyand 
py he can git married, have elefen children, 
and sit out on the front stoop in his shirt 
sleeves, and amuse the neighborhood with a 
voice like the horns at Jericho. Maybe when 
he owns a whole street he can see his own 
grandchildren’s mothers hangin’ themselves or 


phers. 
He was 








miles and sold them for old iron. I’ve fed 


| Sammy on garlic soup and garlic stew, put he 


isn’t strong. He couldn’t git away mit a cou- 
pet tack. I’f filled dot Sammy up to his chin 
mit the pest Limperger cheese imported from 
one of the stinkinest towns on Staten Island 
until he ought to pe strongk enough to preathe 
a hole through a trade dollar. I'f gif him 
sourkraut from Hunter’s Point that vos so 
strong it could lift a mortgage from the Rocky 
Mountains, and yet he hasn’t the strength to 
gif twenty-three buttons for two dozen. We 
are playing out, Lowesa. The Samsons is all 
gone. And there’s Benny, too, our nineteenth 
poy. He’s up in ped, doing nothing. I red 
of a goat the other day that swallowet a dia- 
mond pin belonging to anotherman. Lowesa, 
I'll puy that goat and call it Benny. He 
might have been like Elijah, the prophet, but 
he’s all loss. All he cares about is to go town 
to a peer saloon and play fifteen-ball pool, 
when he might hang out three balls and pool 
all the issues. Lowesa, I’m disgusted. We 
was great musicians once, but Benny’ll never 
own an opera house, We was great orators. 
but Benny couldn’t knock down a pair of 
gloves, same hand, not mates, to the highest 
pidder. Lowesa, I don’t care if the next one 
isa girl. My heart is broke, and I must be 
off to business.” 





WHEN a woman gives you a bit of her mind, 
is it because she cannot keep the peace ? 


THE best parts of some of our theatrical 
performances are the waits between the acts. 


black ter show. I didn’t fink ye’d’a noticed tt.” 


| design. 





FIGARO wants the French government to 
suppress the crying of false news in the 
streets of Paris. Should this be done the resi- 
dents of the gay capital would be forced to go 
from home to hear the news indeed, In the 
utter absence and childish innocence of any- 
thing approaching news, the Paris paper is 
only equaled by a paper hanging, sans tint or 
No wonder the Parisian newsboys 
try to put a little life into their moribund 
stock in trade by crying what ought to be, 
but never is, found in the thing miscalled a 
newspaper. 


A LATE writer very neatly and forcibly says 
that ‘‘not a new spindle is set in motion in 
the South which does not bring that section 
into closer sympathy with the North.— Yon- 
kers. Gazette, 

Just wait till Anna Dickinson gets down 
that way, if she won't intensify that sympa- 
thy a thousand fold then we are a poor judge 
of spindles, that’s all. 





You can grasp a pretty woman’s meaning 
without taking hold of both her hands.—Zr- 
ratic Enrique. 

That’s so. Take her by her nose. If she 
means anything at all you can get at her 
meaning pretty quick that way. We know 
somebody who has tried it. 


Two brothers named Hart were arrested at 
Rochester the other day for conspiring to beat 
a soldier’s widow out of her pension money. 
How truly the poet anticipated this thing in 
his memorable lines: 


‘‘Two souls with but a singie thought, 
Two Harts that beat as one.” 





THE unsuccessful lawyer has come to re- 
gard his profession rather better in theory 
than in practice. 

SAYING grace before meat is all very nice 
—if you only happen to have the meat. 
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THEATRICAL BRIEFS, 


May it Please Your Honor: 


I have to report that on Tuesday last, in accordance 


with instructions and order of reference duly received, 
I held an investigation into the case of the People of 
the City and County of New York rs. J. H. Haverly, 


W. J. Comley, James Barton Key, John Howson, Cath- | 


arine Lewis, Frederick Leslie, and Alfred Cellier, jointly 
indicted for obtaining mouey on the false pretense of 
producing and performing a certain French comic 
opera, to wit, ‘‘Manola;” or, ‘‘ Le jour et La Nuit ;” 
the said W. J. Comley and James Barton Key being 
further indicted for claiming that the said comic opera 


had been a great success in Paris; the said John How- | 


son, Catharine Lewis, and Frederick Leslie being fur- 


ther indicted for professing and pretending to be | 


‘‘comic” in their performances of certain parts or 
characters in said comic opera; the said Alfred Cellier 
being further indicted for professing and pretending to 
‘‘lead” said comic opera, in the sense of conducting 
and managing the same musically. 

Comley, Barton, Howson, Lewis, Leslie, and Cellier, 
the defendants, by their attorney, Frederick Dubois, 
make answer and plead that they, the said defendants, 
are not guilty. 

The said defendant, J. H. Haverly, by his attorney, 
Alfred Hayman, demurs to the indictment as not being 
well found, inasmuch as he, the said Haverly, is only 
the janitor or door-keeper of the Fifth Avenue Theater 
aforesaid, and is not, and never has been, personally re- 
sponsible for any performances given in such theater. 

Demurrer overruled, exception taken, and defendant 
pleads * not guilty.” 

The defendants, Haverly, Comley, Key, Howson, 
Lewis, Leslie, and Cellier, having plead ‘ not guilty,” 
case opened for the People. 

Andrew Dam, Jr., being duly sworn, says on Tues- 
day evening, February 7, he, the said Andrew Dam, paid 
$3 for two tickets of admission to the Fifth Avenue 
Theater, being influenced and impelled thereto by cer- 
tain posters or advertisements signed by the said Hav- 
erly, the said Comley and the said Key, guaranteeing, 


in return for the sum of $3 aforesaid, a performance of | 


a certain comic opera,to wit, ‘‘ Manola,” or ‘‘ Bronde and 
Blunette.” Saw the said opera. It was the gloomiest 
affair he (witness) had ever seen. As a critical musi- 
cian he (witness) pronounced the music hideous, loath- 
some, and soul-wearying. The defendants, Howson 
and Lewis, were so melancholy that they forcibly re- 
called grave-yards, cemeteries and other mortuary re- 
sorts. The defendant, Leslie, uttered lines which were 
absolutely unintelligible to witness. He (witness), 
when not involuntarily weeping over the sorrow and 
sadness of the alleged comic opera, was fast asleep. 
Never had been so cruelly, vilely or basely disappointed 
in his life! Did not care about the loss of the $3, but 
resented, in the public behalf, the gross and wicked 
misrepresentations of the defendants. 
Cross-examined.—Could not help seeing the defend- 
ant, Key, who was all over the place, simultaneously, 
so to speak. Defeidant, Comley, made no verbal pre- 
tense that the performance complained of was comic. 
He (witness) was naturally of a jovial turn. Never 
felt so misanthropic in his life before. Defendant, 


THE JUDGE. 


Howson, broke out into visible perspiration in attempt- 


| ing to be funny. Defendant, Cellier, looked remorseful 





and melancholy, and, in fact, ashamed of himself, dur- 
ing said performance. Defendant, Leslie, did once 
make him (witness) laugh with his ‘‘cork arm busi- 
ness,” so-called. 

Redirect.—Expected to see a performance like that 
of *Olivette.” Defendant Lewis did give perform- 
ance like that of ‘‘ Olivette;” in fact she repeated in 
‘* Manola” the same business she performed in ‘ Oli- 
vette ” 

Re-cross-examination.—Did not find any compensa- 
tion in the magnificent display of female lower extremi- 
ties offered by the chorus. « Witness is a married man, 
and always averts hiseyes from such wicked and sedu- 


| cing spectacles. 


Robert Stevens, D. R. Hayden, Thos. E. Morris, 
Professor Charles E. Collins, Horace Wall, M. D., and 
Rev. Father Hickey, being duly sworn, testify as 
above. 

Prosecution rests. 

W. J. Comley, for the defendants swears that not he, 
the said Comley, but one H. B. Farnie, an alleged hu- 
morist, of London, England, is responsible for all the 
gloom, melancholy and sorrowfulness of said ‘‘ Mano- 
la,”’ or ‘‘ Bronde and Blunette.” 

Not cross-examined. 

James Barton Key, for the defendants, swears that 
not he, the said Key, but one H. B. Farnie, an alleged 
humorist, of London, England, is responsible, etc., etc. 

Not cross-examined. 

John Howson, for the defendants, swears that, al- 
though naturally of a comic disposition and ability, he, 
the said Howson, found it impossible to be comic or hu- 


| morous in his vdle in said opera of ‘‘ Manola,” by rea- 





son of the inherent stupidity of the lines of said part. 
Not cross-examined. 


Frederick Leslie, for the defendants, swears that, al- | . e 5 : ae 
| sioners hire a hall and give their entertaining 


thougu naturally of a comic disposition etc., etc. (as 
in testimony of said Howson). 

Not cross-examined. 

Catharine Lewis, for the defendants, swears that she, 


| the said Lewis, is under age and not responsible for her 
actions. That she, the said Catharine Lewis, is not re- | : ‘ » “i 
| the effect that each of the said commissioners 


sponsible even for her own failures—much less for those 


| Of her associates, and that whereas, in the first place, 
| the said Frederick Leslie is responsible, in the second 


all blame and censure afterwards belong to H. B. 
Farnie as aforesaid. 

Not cross-examined. 

Alfred Cellier, for the defendants, swears that he has 
honestly endeavored to do his duty by said opera, of 
the general character and merits whereof he, the said 
Cellier, prefers to say nothing. 

Not cross-examined. 

Found—that said Haverly is not guilty; that said 
Comley and Key are guilty of misrepresentations; that 
said Lewis is unfit to appear in comic opera; that said 
Howson and Leslie are not guilty; that said Cellier is 
honorably discharged, and that said Farnie is a literary 
miscreant upon whose infamous wrong-doings as a 
libelist no punishment sufficiently severe can be visited. 

All of which is respectfully submitted. 

THE REFEREE. 


PREPARATIONS are on foot for the celebra- | 
| tion of St. Patrick’s day, when of course 


every Irishman will be. 
Take down the dusty old cady, 
And wipe it with reverent care, 
We'll follow Marshal O'Grady, 
Whooping through the mud and the mire 
For Ireland we'll don the ould beaver, 
And button-hole the shamrock, too, 
And, be gob, we never will leave her 
Till Johnny Bull’s knocked all askew. 


GUITEAU still insists that he stands head and 
shoulders over any man of the age. Wedon’t 


think he is quite so tall as some other great 
men, but he will probably get stretched in 
time. 


Way is an office-holder unlike a bunion? | 


One sticks out and the other sticks in. 

















| 80 much about in the papers?’ 





THE Herald suggests ‘‘hanging straps”’ 
for our overcrowded elevated cars. THE 
JUDGE suggests that hanging directors would 
be better. 


WE are soon to have a dog show here in 
New York, and many barks will soon be on 


| the see. See? This is not intended fora joke, 


but a reading notice for the Westchester Ken- 
nei Club. 

‘*Mr. DELANCY KANE will run the Tally-Ho 
to Pelham in the spring.” Now we feel bet- 
ter. We were afraid this great enterprise was 
going to be neglected. 

Wo.r, the idiot, who filled the girl he 
loved with a charge of buckshot, claiming that 
‘he did not know it was loaded,” has been 
found guilty of felonious assault. He evident- 
ly didn’t know that the jury was loaded, but 
it was. 

STATEN ISLAND has just had its little sensa- 
tion. A wife and a maiden fought for a tin- 
type picture of the man they both courted, but 
only one married. 

They fought like canines long and well, 
But the ‘‘bone,” oh, where was he? 


SOME one suggests that the Park Commis- 


meetings to the public, instead of performing 
as they now do at public expense almost with- 


| out an audience, but THE JUDGE supplements 


the suggestion, or offers an amendment, to 


be given a shovel and made to earn at least a 
part of the fat salaries they receive by keep- 
ing the walks passable in and around the 
parks. 


JOHN KELLY has gone South. Goodness 


| knows, we thought his enemies were making 


it warm enough for him here. 

IT is said that a new broom sweeps clean, 
but so far as our new street contractors are 
concerned, we haven't so much fault to find 
with their brooms as with their shovels and 


carts. 


WHIFFS WITH CORRESPONDENTS. 


H. N. FULLER.—We shall use some of your bits, and have 
complied with your request. Whenever you break up again 
send us the result. 

Si. Kg.’’—You are right ; “it won’t do.” 

E. T. C.—“ Your criticism has not entirely crushed me. I 
have decided to try again. Is the inclosed any better than my 
past effort?’ No. 

W. 0.—Add an “ E”’ to your initials and that will tell you 
what befell your drawing. 

C. WINSTEAD.—‘* Why don’t you pitch into the administra- 
tion’? We are not disappointed in not getting any office; are 
you’ Ifyou are, start a paper and “ pitch in.” 

W. J. JASPER.—‘ Tell me, please, who is this Vennor I read 
Certainly. He is a Canadian 
weather-breeder. He will furnish you any kind you want, and 


| at cheaper rates than is charged at Washington. But don’t 


push the thing too far and try to get him to sling a piece of 
August into February, but for anything in reason he may be 
depended upon. 

X. Y. Z.—Your poem is dreadfully sweet; not utter. but 
sweet. It will have to be used before fly time, however, for 
that very reason. We doubt if fly netting would keep them out 
ofa room where it was. But we have made assurance doubly 
sure that the pests will not encroach upon us. 

“ WILLIE.”’—Yes, ‘‘ Willie, we have missed you.” and hope 
we shall hereafter be as fortunate. 
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ON THE WRONG TRAIN. 
A youNnG man from Eau Claire, 
Who was some on a swear, 
Was going by rail to the West— 
When something went wrong 


He ripped it out strong, 
For he swore with a terrible zest. 


But a pious old man 
On the train, then began, 
‘‘Young man, swearing is neither wise nor 
witty; 
And it pains me to tell, 
Your road leads to h——l— 
Oh, sir, ’tis indeed a great pity.” 
[Young man, highly excited, reaches for the bell-rope, 
and says:] 
“Tis most cussedly plain 
I’m on the wrong train— 
My tickets were bought for Sioux City.” 
—F. E. Z. 


Thompson as an Elephant. 


WHILE Barnum, Forepaugh and other show- 
men have been quietly negotiating for the full 





board of Park Commissioners to add to the at- | 


tractions of their menageries during the com- 
ing season, and while each of these caterers 


to the curiosity of the public has fondly hoped | 


to have our Park Commissioners in his most 


creatures who preside over the destinies of 
the public parks of this city have suddenly 
determined to become showmen themselves. 
This awkward state of affairs has created 
wild commivtion in our midst, as the tele- 
graph has no doubt informed the people of 
the other three-quarters of the globe. At a 
recent meeting of the Commissioners it was 
gravely resolved to purchase a live and well- 
regulated elephant, and the sum of $2,500 
was formally appropriated for the purchase of 
such an animal. Not even the image of Uncle 
Sammy Tilden in the board objected, and the 
elephant is to be purchased forthwith if one 
ean be secured for that amount. We are in- 
formed by dealers in elephants that such stock 
is bringing good prices in the market, not- 


withstanding the fact that Barnum’s factory | 


at Bridgeport is turning out a very fair arti- 
cle, and we are led to believe that the $2,500 
appropriated by the Park Commissioners will 
not secure much of an elephant. 

We have, however, & suggestion to offer 
which may assist the new-fledged showmen in 
obtaining an elephant that will be a big card 
in their proposed menagerie. The people 
have long had a desire to look upon the child- 
like and bland countenance of the Commis- 
sioner of Public Works, and it would require 
but little of the upholsterer’s art to so arrange 
the corpulent Hubert O. Thompson that he 
might appear as a very respectable-looking 
elephant. The shoes which Tweed wore, and 
which now grace Thompson’s feet, need not 
be removed, as they will certainly add to the 
attraction. A pair of apes, Deputy Commis- 
sioner Frederick H. Hanlin, and the latter’s 
secretary, Theodore A. Hamilton, known to 
politicians throughout this city as the most in- 
teresting of their kind, might be secured at a 
small outlay, and exhibited in the same ring 
with Thompson. The three would thus form 
a show calculated to make professional and 
veteran showmen gnash their teeth, and cry 
aloud for vengeance. 














Not Appreciated. 

‘“Wuat! call this much of a snow-storm ?” 
asked one old toper of another. 

‘* Well, yes, I should say this was some- 
thing of a congealation of powdered refriger- 
ation,” replied the other, looking out at the 
snow-storm. 

‘*Bah! nothing at all to what we used to 
have down in Maine when I was a boy. Why, 
I have known it to snow there from Thanks- 
giving to New Year’s day without a let up. 
People used to be obliged to splice out their 
chimneys in order to carry their smoke above 
the level of the snow. I’ve seen chimneys 
built five stories above the ridge-pole of 
houses.” 

‘Including the story you have just told?” 
asked the other man, with a grin, at which 
there was u little laugh from the bystanders. 

‘*Perhaps you think I lie?” he demanded, 
savagely. 

‘Well, no, I never criticise amateurs, but 
if ever you get to be a professional liar, then 
I will talk to you,” replied the other. 


SHAKESPEARE used to drink. On the stage 


; ‘ s | he was Titus Andronicus. 
elegantly gilded cage, the four extraordinary | 


SoME are born barbers; some achieve the 
barberous, and some have barberism thrust 
upon them. 


, 


THE Romans had no ‘ w” in their alphabet, 
and yet they used wafers all the same. 

A MATRIMONIAL paradox: What is there that 
beats a good wife? A bad husband. 


BLoopD relations: Reports of murder cases. 


A COUNTER irritant: The 
query—anything else to-day? 


shop-keeper’s 


CROCKERY weather: Muggy days. 


RAILROAD accident in New Jersey: A punc- 
tual train. 


‘Post’ is taken from a Latin word, which 
means efter; and when written with the pre- 
fix ‘‘ Evening,” it means a long way after the 
news of the day. 


A YOUTH writes to ask us if we know of 
anything that smells more disgusting than an 
old pine or a strong cigar. Yes, we do, and 
it is a cigarette with fire at one end and a 
boy pulling at the other. It is fortunate for 
the consumers of these papered abominations 
that they cannot smell the stink they make, 
or, rather, it is unfortunate, for if they could 
it would undoubtedly choke them. 


THAT weather-wise individual who prophe- 
sied that this was going to be an open winter 
feels otherwise now. He froze his nose and 
ears the other day. 


WANTED, a fighting man to stir up and put 
some life in the Albany Legislature. It would 
be more entertaining, even if it was wrong, 
than the stupid dullness that now obtains 
there. Why didn’t Brooklyn send Talmage 
up there? 


| 
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SEVERAL English literary critics have pro- 
tested with more than usual energy against 
the use of Americanisms in books which are 
to be read by English people. The criticism 
is stale, threadbare ard monotonous. If Eng- 
lishmen do not wish to read our words they 
We shall continue to read 
English books, notwithstanding that they con- 
tain words which sound ridiculous to us. We 
shall continue to tolerate the English word 
‘*shop,” which with us has come to mean a 
place where manufacturing is carried on, 
but where we would use ‘‘store,” a place 
where goods are But the fastidious 
English critics, who sometimes display greater 
skill at finding fault with words than in pleas- 
antly putting them together, may easily itali- 
cise Americanisms as they do French words, 
or put the English explanations in brackets, 
as their funny papers do. Thus: The de- 
butante, having partaken of that elegantly- 
named English dish, toad-in-the-hole, and an 
eclair, took the car [railway carriage], while 
humming a barcarolle, and speaking en pas- 


need not do so. 


sold. 


sant of liquor stores {dram shops}, he said 
that many of our bourgeoisie were corned 
fa-maize-d (amazed ! !)] 

perfume like Read’s GRAND 


1.000 REWARD for a 
. DUCHESS COLOGNE. It took first premium at At- 


lanta; also The World’s Fair, and was pronounced the best in 








the world for pungency, strength, and delicacy of odor, It is 
made of Ottar of Roses and French Flowers, 
MALLPOX PREVENTED by wearing Dr. HoLMAN’s 


LIVER Pap. It corrects the liver and stomach, purifies tha 


| blood, tones up the nervous system, and thereby enables it to 


} infested the world to its detriment. 





repel all contagious diseases that germinate in blood poison; 
also such as spring from a depreciated condition, unnoticed 
until the disease is established. And is the only true cure for 
malaria in all forms, nervous and sick headaches, dyspepsia, 
female weaknesses, and a host of conditions too numerous to 
mention. Indorsed by many eminent physicians and the best 
peoplein the community. Sold by first-class druggists, Office, 
744 Broadway, New York. HOLMAN Pap Co. 


OF PUBLIC INTEREST. 
QUACKS, ADVENTURERS, AND IMPOSTORS. 

When the world was in its infancy, rocking in the cradle of 
superstition, so-called medical pretentious jugglers and quacks 
This state continued until 
education and the general dissemination of knowledge deci- 
mated their ranks. To-day, livingin an atmosphere of civiliza- 
tion, we are beset and surrounded by a new class of adventur- 
ers, charlatans, and ignorant impostors, whose excellent 
know:edge of human nature leads them to humbug the public 
in the most extraordinary and shameful manner, chief among 
which may be named stomach and liver appliances, and a 
large class of electric and magnetic humbugs. 

These adventurers attempt to make the public believe that by 
the union of two antagonistic metals an electric current is pro- 
ducible; that electricity is generated by magnetizing a piece of 
iron sufficiently to sway a compass. Thousands believe such 
stupid nonsense. Ask any electrician, specialist, or scientist, 
and he will quickly inform you how greatis the imposition. It 
is somewhat singular to believe that intelligent persons are 
misled by these stupid toys and charms, under the sentimental 
idea that “ electricity is life.””. Electricity is a powerful restor- 
ative agent when produced and applied scientifically by an 
expert electrician, not otherwise. 

Family remedies have been and still are an absolute necessi- 
ty in the household. A vast proportion of the world’s pop.:la- 
tion is more or less inaccessible to medical practitioners, aod 
this, united with the necessities of others to provide themselves 
with inexpensive yet reliable medicines, has created and en- 
couraged the production of simple household specifics, to be 
employed in an emergency or in an urgent case until the ar- 
rival of the family physician. These statements neing essen- 
tially true, the strongest possible protection for the public is 
to have such medicines prepared by skillful and conscientious 
pharmacists, educated in the science of medicine, rather than 
to accept worthless and injurious compounds or nostrums, put 
together by persons who are as ignorant of the first principles 
of materia medica as they are of therapeutics, 









BENSON’S CAPCINE PLASTER 


is pre-eminently an article of extraordinary merit, and after a 
trial of ten years is pronounced to be the best family medicine 
for external use ever invented. They are founded on true 
medical skill, and will positively cure ailments that other 
active medicinal articles fail even to relieve. Without excep- 
tion itis the safest, neatest, cleanest and cheapest medicinal 
article ever compounded. BENSON’S CAPCINE PLASTER is a 
pharmaceutical preparation of the highest order of merit, in- 
dorsed and recommended by 

OVER 5,000 PHYSICIANS, PHARMACISTS, DRUGGISTS, AND CHEM- 

ISTS 

as being more effective than, and superior to, any other porous 
plaster, liniment, medicated oil, salve, ointment, or lotion. J¢ 
is in no sense a nostrum or patent medicine. When suffer- 
ing from any ailment for which external remedies are useful, 
one trial will convince the most skeptical of the superior merit 
of BENSON’S CAPCINE PLASTER. 

The genuine have the word C-A-P-C-I-N-E cut in the center 
of the plaster, without which they are spurious. Any pharma- 
cist or druggist will supply you. Price, 25 cents, 

SEABURY & JOHNSON, 
Pharmaceutical Chemists, New York. 

Highest awards—medals at International Expositions,— 

Advertisement, 
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No. 194 FIFTH AVENUE, 
Under Fifth Ave. Hotel. 


No. 212 BROADWAY, 
Corner Fulton Street. 


i” STYLES ARE CORRECT !! 








WORLD RENOWNED 





“WViartin’s” Umbrellas. 


THE HATTER’S *S2"7" cxovzs, 


Foreign Novelties. 
QUALITY — THE BEST!! 27 


Agents for the sale of these remarkable EX AA "W*&¥§ can be found in every city in the United States. 
All Hats manufactured by this house are the recognized standard of excellence throughout the world. 
None genuine without the trademark. 








JAMES M. BELL & CO., 


31 Broadway, New York. 


Price, Per Case, (One Dozen)............eccce eens 86.00 


Billiard Tables. 








The grand medal, the highest premium over all nations, hag 
been awarded to the Collender Billiard Tables and Combination 
Cushions, Balls, Cues, etc., at the Paris Exhibition of 1878. New 
and second-hand Billiard Tables in all designs at lowest prices. 


THE H.W. COLLENDER CoO. 


768 B’WAY, New York. 84 & 86 STATE 5ST., Chi. 
331 TREMONT ST., Boston. | 139. 5TH ST. St. Louie. 


SEND FOR ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE. 


The Wilson Patent 


ADJUSTABLE CHAIR, 
With Thirty Changes of Positions. 
Parlor, Library, Invalid Chair, 
Child’s Crib, Bed or Lounge, 
combining beauty, lightness, 
strength, simplicity, and com- 
fort. Everything to an exact 
science. Orders by mail 
promptly attended to. Goods 
shipped to any address C. 0. D. 
Send stamp for Illustrated Cir- 
READING POSITION. cular; quote THE JUDGE. 
Address The Wilson Adjus. Chair M’fg Co., 
661 BROADWAY, N. Y. 


WITH $5 You ora tay a 
IMPERIAL AUSTRIAN 


100 FLORINS GOVERNMENT BOND, 


ISSUED IN 1864, 


Which bonds are issued and secured by the Government, and 
are redeemed in drawings 


FOUR TIMES ANNUALLY, 
Until each an? every bond is drawn with a larger or smaller 
premium. Every bond must draw a Prize, 
as there are NO BLANKS. 
THE THREE HIGHEST PRIZES AMOUNT TO 
200,000 FLORINS, 
20,000 FLORINS, 
15,000 LORINS, 


And bonds not drawing one of the above prizes must draw a 
Premium of not less than 


200 Florins. 
The next drawing takes place on the 


Ist of MARCH, 1882. 


And every bond bought of us on or before the Ist of March is 
entitled to the whole premium that may 
be drawn thereon on that date. 
Out-of-town orders sent in REGISTERED LETTERS, and inclos- 
ing $5, will secure one of these bonds for the next drawing. 
or orders, circulars, or any other information, address 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING O0., 
150 Broadway, N. Y. City. 
ESTABLISHED SINCE 1874. 











The above Government Bonds are not to be compared 
with any Lottery whatsoever, and do not conflict with any of 
the laws of the United States. 

N. B.—In writing, please state that you saw this ‘n the JupGg. 





One day the editor was visited by a committee of 
villagers to urge upon him some arguments in favor of 
a new town pump. Being an amiable man, although 
it was just his busiest hour, he asked them to be seated 
until he had finished an article he was writing on the 
application of the principle of ensilage to green picket 
fences. While waiting they all began to talk to each 
other at the very pitch of their voices, until the dis- 
tracted editor could stand it no longer, when, wheeling 
round in his chair, he remarked, with an expression 
sweetly utter: ‘* You'd oblige me, gentlemen, by con- 
ducting your conversation in a lower tone. There's a 
man sick with the small-pox in the next room and you 
might disturb him.” As he gathered up the hats, 
canes, and umbrellas that were left by the committee 
in their eager bolt for the fresh air, he said to him- 
self, quietly: ‘‘I reckon I’m going to be a success in 
journalism.”—Brooklyn Eagle. 

A WRITER in St. Nicholas advises boys to breathe 
through their noses when running. A boy who would 
breathe through his ears could not expect to win a race. 

—Oil City Derrick. 

‘WELL, my little man, are you cold this morning?” 
said a benevolent old gentleman to a gamin who was 
dancing on the sidewalk to keep his toes warm. 
‘*Na-a-w. Not much I ain’t. I[ain’t one o’ the cold 
kind, I ain’t.” ‘* Well, but you have no overcoat or 
mittens.” ‘Oh, I’m none o’ them blokes what’s done 
up by their mammies, afraid they won't look pretty. 
Say, mister, haven’t you smoked that stub down short 
‘nough. I wouldn’t mind a little suthin’ warmin’ under 
my nose.” The benevolent old gentleman moved on, 
discouraged.—New Haven Register. 

Somesopy has discovered that bed bug bites will cure 
rheumatism. He keeps cheap lodging-rooms, probably. 
—Cincinnati Saturday Night. 





yee! CONCERTS, 14th ST., NEAR 6th AVE. 
EVERY AFTERNOON AND EVENING. 


COLUMBIA BICYCLE. 


The Bicycle has proved itself to be a per- 
manent, practical road-vebicle, and the num- 
ber in daily use is rapidly increasing. Pro- 
fessional and business men, seekers after 
health or pleasure. all join in bearing witness 
to its merits. Send 3c. stamp for catalogue 
with price list and full information. 


THE POPE M’F’G CO., 626 Washington St., Boston Mass. 
“FEATHER-WEIGHTS.” 
ae aS $5, 86 and $7.50 


With neat-fitting silk case. 















AS. Neat, Light, Strong. 


MILLER'S, 


BROADWAY, 
cor. 25th st. 


SIXTH AVENUE, 


sCANES 


Walker, Tuthill = Bresnai 


Successors to R. F. COLE & CO. 


PRINTERS’ WAREHOUSE, 
201-205 WILLIAM STREET, 


New York. 


Leads, Brass Rule, Brass Calleys, Metal Furniture and 
Quotations. Boxwood, Mahogany and Maple 
for Engravers’ Use. Biocking, Rout- 
ing, Mortising, Etc. 








and 





CORNER FRANKFORT STREET. 














inders for filing “ THE 
JUDGE” in book form 
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PRICES REASONABLE. 


Warerooms: Fifth Ave, and W. Sixteenth St, New York 





MANUFACTURER OF 


GRAND, SQUARE? UPRIGHT PIANOS 





TERMS EASY. 
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PEARSON & TALLMAN, 
SHIRT MAKERS, 


389 Sixth Ave., cor. 24th St., 
And 22 FOURTH AVENUE. 


The largest and finest assortment of Silk and Wool Under- 
wear in New York. Siik Umbreilas, Fine Neck Dressings, &c. 
Manufactory, 39! & 393 Sixth Avenue 





nose RHEUMATISM 


Gout, Gravel, Diabetes, French Vegetal Salicylates, infallible, 
harmless, scientifically proclaimed specifics relieve at once: cure 
within four days. Box Beware of salicylic substitute. L. 
PARIS, No. 102 W. Mthst., N. Y., only representative. Send stamp 
for pamphlet and references. Authentic proofs furnished at office. 


Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the 
best Candies in the World, put up in 
handsome boxes. All strictly pure. 
Suitable for presents. Try it once. 


Cc. F. GUNTHER, Confectioner, 





Address, 





78 Madison St., Chicago. 


WHY 









- 


THE 


JUDGE. 


A port sends us an ode beginning, ‘1 will sing,” and 
the young man who edits the waste basket is anxious 
to bet him seven dollars that he doesn’t sing in the 
Constitution. We are willing to hold stakes.—Atlanta 


Constitution. 


Oscar WILDE feels disappointed that he has s2en no 
ruins in this country. He should get Mr. Robeson to 
show him the American navy by moonlight.—Boston 
Glohe. 


Tue failure of Anna Dickinson’s ‘‘ Tam/et” is said to 
be due to the fact that when the phantom entered on 
the first 


ghost! 


cried out: ‘I am an astonished 
I did not know that my boy 
Illinois State Register. 


night, it 
Merciful heavens! 
was a girl!” 


Ir is noticeable that the three hundred and _ six 
patriots, who have just purchased medals commemo- 
rating their futile dalliance at Chicago, hail from dis- 
tricts that are notoriously Democratic.—-Denver Tri- 
bune. 


860,000 People Now Use 


R. SCOTT'S ELECTRIC BRUSHES 


BECAUSE 

Ali can have them on trial without any risk of being humbugged, or 
getting poor value for their money, as you will read in the 
“GOLDEN RULE” below. 





THE HAIR BRUSH 


is Warranted to and does Cure Nervous Head- 
ache In 5 Minutes! Bilious Headache In 5 
Minutes! NeuralgiainS Minutes! Dandruff 
and Diseases of the Scalp! Prevents Falling 
Halr and Baldness! Promptly Arrests Pre- 
mature Crayness! Makes the Hair grow Long 
and Clossy! Thecontinued use of Pills, etc., 
works Irreparable Injury. Ask any Physician. 


Will Positively Produce 


A rapid growth of hair on bald 





















part of those desiring to test the merits of 
these Brushes, we beg to announce that after 
Februar, 
by mail, in respense to this advertise- 
ment, wiil 
following check 
business man will tell you isalegal claim upon 
us for 
Metropolis, New_York; London and County 
Bank, London ; Messrs. Harper & Bros.; Fran 
Leslie’s; Scribner’s; Scientific American, etc., 
regarding our prompt payments, 


THE GOLDEN RULE. 


To remove all doubt or possible risk on the 





Ist, 1882, every Brush sent out 


be accompanied by the 
which any lawyer or 


$3.00. We referto The Bankof the 











heads, where the giands and folli- 
cles are not totally destroyed. 


THE FLESH BRUSH 


Quickens the circulation, opens the pores, 
and enables the system to throw off those” 
Impurities which cause disease. It Instantly 


acts upon the Blood, Nerves, and Tissues, 
imparting 


A Beautiful Clear Skin, 
NEW ENERGY AND NEW LIFE 
TO ALL WHO DAILY USE IT. 


itis Warranted to Cure 


Rheumatism and Diseases of the Blood, Ner- 
vous Complaints, Neuralgia, Toothache, 
Malarial, Lameness, Palpitation, Paralysis, 
and all pains caused by Impaired circulation. 
it promptly alleviates Indigestion, Liver and 
Kidney Troubles, quickly removes those 
Back Aches”’ peculiar to Ladies, and im= 
parts wonderful vigor to the whole body. 



























We will send either Brush on trial. postpaid 

on receipt of $3.00. Inclose 10 cents extra and. we 
juarantee safe delivery; or will send it by express, 
-O. D., at your expense, with privilege of o ming and 

examining; but expressage adds considerably to 

our cost. Or request your nearest D st or 
ancy Store to obtain one for you, an 

sure Dr. Scott's name is on the box. 


Mention this Paper. 


























As soon as you 
receive the Brush, 
if not well satis- 
fied with your bar- 
gin. write us. 

he_ Proprietors 
of this ublica- \ 
tion know Dr. Scott. \ 
to be respectable and \ 
trustworthy. A Brush 
has been placed in the 
hands of the Mayor 
and Postmaster of New 
York, as a guarantee of 
good faith. Remittances 
should be made payable to 


GEO. A. SCOTT, 
842 Broadway, 
New York. 
They can be made in Checks, 
Drafts, Post = Creme, Case 


d tn ry 
(®” Agents wanted in eve 
sown.” Send for circular of Dr. 
Scott's Electric Corset. 


























— 
Us 


N. HUBBARD MILLER 
TAILOR and IMPORTER 


Nos. 101 & 103 Nassau St. 
BENNETT BUILDING, NEW YORK, 


LEGGAT BROS., 


CHEAPEST 
BOOK STORE 
IN THE WORLD. 


498.762 NEW AND OLD BOOKS ALMOST GIVEN AWAY) 
NEW CATALOGUE FREE. SEND STAMP. 
IMMENSE PRICES PAID FOR OLD BOOKS. 
No. 81 CHAMBERS STREET, 


Third door west of City Hall Park, N. Y. 
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71mm SVSGE. 

















Our Whist Club. 











Our Police Club. 

















